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DEAD LOVE
MY love was a gallant young. He lies now dead at my feet On a bed of mosses sweet, With the dew for a winding sheet Around him flung.
I lift him lovingly.
His touch is chill as ice.
0  sweet my love, arise,
With the light within thine eyes, And come with me!
Come with thine own love, sweet! He heareth not my moan, As I lie beside him lone, And kiss his brow of stone, Or clasp his feet.
Upon my bosom white
1  lay his heavy head.
The eyes are blank and dead. Their crystal light hath fled, And now is night.